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The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds
To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths
Of all the western stars until I die.
It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:
It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,
And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.
Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho1
We are not now that strengh which in old days
Moved earth and heaven; that which we are,

are;

One equal temper of heroic hearts,
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

LOCKSLEY HALL
COMRADES, leaves me here a little, while as yet 'tis
early morn:
Leave me here, and when you want me, sound upon
the bugle horn.
Tis the place, and all around it, as of old, the curlews
call,
Dreary gleams about the moorland flying over Locksley
Hall;
Locksley Hall, that in the distance overlooks the
sandy tracts,
And the hollow ocean-ridges roaring into cataracts.
Many a night from yonder ivied casement, ere I went
to rest,
Did I look on great Orion sloping slowly to the West.
Many a night I saw the Pleiads, rising thro' tha
mellow shade,
Glitter like a swarm of fire-flies tangled in a silver
braid.